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IN AN ARTIST'S STUDIO 

| HIS is Enchantment's realm, for. here I ! find, 
Inside four walls, scenes suited to my mind 
In.myriad moods. And I indeed were blind 
If I saw not the world reflected here, 
As figures in a glass, from by-gone year 

Or present time", — from lands both far ariidnear. 

A little world, shut in by. walls tha|;Hi^P ~. 

That other world outside in which- rneh; weep 

And toil, scarce finding time for love^bir sle^p. 

Here is a bit of Summer. See that rose 

From whose red cup, when e'er the warm wind blows, 

Odors are spilled that only Junetime knows, v . _ 

A robin suns his wings beside his nest; 

A little brook goes babbling on its quest ^ 

To find the sea,— and all is sweet with rest; v :^ 

I turn. The summer's gone. The white snow shines 
From mountain peaks through a green gloom of pines, 
And chill, bright sunshine draws in etchers' lines 
A tracery of branches on the snow. 
Oh, white, cold world, beats your heart warm below 
Such ermine as no king on earth can show? 

I turn again. There's witchery here, it seems. 

The snow has vanished, and the blue sea gleams 

In yellow sunshine, and a spell of dreams 

Is round me as I see, far off, white sails 

Of ships blown seaward by the silent gales 

To find, perhaps, the land where peace prevails. 

Again the wizard waves his magic wand. 
Among the great of earth I seem to stand 
And see deeds done all time will reckon grand. 
And then — among the lowliest ones of earth 
I feel the kinship of a common birth 
As grief treads closely on the heels of mirth. 

Oh room of magic, wherein man has wrought 
The witcheries of the brush till it has caught 
What words cannot, the color of a thought, 
Here dreamers, poets, all great souls may feel 
Your subtle influence o'er their senses steal 
Until Art's world seems all the world that's real! 
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